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The Bird and the Human
This story begins with a pie. This pie was baked by a little old man
ZKRKDWHGEDNLQJSLHV+HKDWHGWRWHQGHUO\NQHDGWKHVRIWSLOORZ\GRXJK+H
KDWHGVWLUULQJDQGPL[LQJGHOLJKWIXO¿OOLQJV+HKDWHGWKHVPHOORISLHVEDNLQJ
LQWKHRYHQ+HKDWHGWKHWDVWHRIDFUXQFK\FUXPEO\FUXVWWKDWJHQWO\FUDGOHG
GHOLFLRXVJRRH\¿OOLQJ

%XWPRVWRIDOOKHhated when someone would compliment his mas
WHUSLHFHV IRUKHVROGWKHVHSLHVDWDEDNHU\ 

2QHPRUQLQJDVKHJUXPSLO\KXIIHGWRWKHEDNHU\ ZKLFKZDVFDOOHG
“Bernie Baker’s Bakery”) he was stopped in the street by a little bird.

7KHOLWWOHEOXHDQGJUH\VSHFNOHGELUGGLGQ¶WGRPXFK²KHMXVWZRXOG
be where the angry old man would be, no matter where the angry old man
ZHQW7KHROGPDQZDONHGRYHUWKHEULGJHWKDWZDVRYHUWKHEURRN²WKHUHZDV
WKHELUG7KHROGPDQZDONHGGRZQWKHVWUHHWWKDWZHQWGRZQWRWKHWRZQ²
WKHUHZDVWKHELUG7KHROGPDQVWRSSHGDWWKHVWRSOLJKWWKDWVWRSSHGWUDI¿F²
there was the bird.

7KHELUGQHYHUVDQJDZKLVWOH²ZKLFKLQIXULDWHGWKHDQJU\ROGPDQ
“Stupid bird!” he yelled at the little bird, “your only purpose is to sing,
but you can’t even do that!” The little bird blinked at the angry old man, and
IROORZHGKLPQRORQJHU
The next morning, however, the little blue and grey speckled bird was
sitting on the old man’s mailbox. But the old man didn’t notice the bird, and
ZHQWRQKLVQRWVRPHUU\ZD\WR%HUQLH%DNHU¶V%DNHU\7KHROGPDQDOVR
didn’t notice the little bird at the bridge over the brook, or on the street down
WRWKHWRZQRUDWWKHVWRSOLJKWWKDWVWRSSHGWUDI¿F

,IZKHQWKHROGPDQHQWHUHGWKHEDNHU\KHKDGORRNHGWRWKHVLJQ
above the store, he would have noticed a little blue and grey speckled bird sit
ting ever so quietly upon the great wooden “B” in the word “Bernie.”
But he did not.

$QGMXVWDVWKHROGPDQVODPPHGVKXWWKHEDNHU\GRRUWKHOLWWOHELUG
began to sing and trill with all its tiny, trilling heart.
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,QVLGHWKHEDNHU\WKHOLWWOHROGPDQVWRSSHGIRUKDOIDPRPHQW+HZDV
IUR]HQE\WKHSXUHVLPSOLFLW\DQGEHDXW\RIWKHELUG¶VVRQJ+HVPLOHGHYHU
so hesitantly, and slipped his pies more gently than normal on the countertop.
:KHQ%HUQLHFDPHWRWKHGHVNZLWKDVSORWFKRIZKLWHÀRXUDFURVVKLVQRVH
WKHOLWWOHROGPDQPRWLRQHGKLPWREUXVKLWRIIDQGFKXFNOHGZKHQ%HUQLH
PLVVHGLWFRPSOHWHO\:KHQ%HUQLHVDLGKHZDVRXWRI¿YHVDQGFRXOGRQO\
SD\LQRQHVWKHOLWWOHROGPDQZDYHGLWRIIWRRNRXWKLVZDOOHWDQGJDYH%HU
QLHDOORIKLVRZQ¿YHVVRKHFRXOGPDNHFKDQJHODWHU

7KHQIRUWKH¿UVWWLPHWKHOLWWOHROGPDQORRNHGDURXQGWKHEDNHU\
DQGUHDOL]HGLWZDVDUDWKHUFKDUPLQJSODFH7KHUHZDVQ¶WPXFK²EXWRIWKH
OLWWOHWKDWZDVWKHUHGZLQGOHGDIHHOLQJRIVLPSOLVWLFEHDXW\7KHZLQGRZVKDG
QRFXUWDLQV²EXWWKH\ZHUHODUJHDQGHOHJDQW7KHWDEOHVZHUHYHU\VPDOOEXW
WKH\ZHUHEODFNDVLURQDQGSHUIHFWO\FLUFXODU7KHZDOOVZHUHDKDUVKXQSDLQW
HGZKLWHEXWZHUH¿OOHGZLWKVWULNLQJEODFNDQGZKLWHSKRWRV

2QHSKRWRZDVRIDFRXSOHGDQFLQJ$QGDQRWKHURIDFURZGHGVWUHHW
$QGDQRWKHURIWKH6WDWXHRI/LEHUW\$QGDQRWKHURIIDOOHQOHDYHV$QGDQ
RWKHURIDEURNHQEHQFK$QGWKHUHZDVRQHRIDOLWWOHELUGVLWWLQJRQDIHQFH

7KHOLWWOHROGPDQGHFLGHGWROHDYHEXW¿UVWKHERXJKWDFKRFRODWHFKLS
VFRQHIRUWKHZDONEDFN$VVRRQDVWKHROGPDQRSHQHGWKHEDNHU\GRRUWKH
OLWWOHEOXHDQGJUH\VSHFNOHGELUGVKXWKLVEHDNDQGÀLWWHGDZD\
Suddenly, it seemed to the old man, the world had become notice
DEO\ORQHOLHU+HWKUHZKLVVFRQHLQWRWKH¿UVWWUDVKFDQKHFDPHDFURVVDQG
VWRPSHGKRPHLQDKXII

7KHQH[WPRUQLQJZDVTXLWHWKHVDPHDVDOOWKHRWKHUPRUQLQJV²H[
FHSWWKHOLWWOHELUGZDVQRZKHUHWREHVHHQ²KHZDVQ¶WHYHQWKHUHWREHQRW
VHHQE\WKHDQJU\ROGPDQDVKHWUXQGOHGRIIWRVHOOKLVSLHV

2YHUWKHGRRUDOLWWOHEHOOWKDWKDGQ¶WEHHQWKHUHEHIRUHMLQJOHGZKHQ
the old man went into Bernie’s bakery.

³:KDW¶VWKDWDZIXOUDFNHW´\HOOHGWKHDQJU\ROGPDQWR%HUQLHZKR
was in the back.

³+8PIIIK"´FDPHWKHPXIÀHGUHSO\WKHQ%HUQLHUDQWRWKHGHVN7KH
DQJU\ROGPDQVODPPHGKLVER[HVRISLHVRQWKHFRXQWHUWRS
“Oh,” said Bernie collecting up the pies, and smiling “I put that in
yesterday. Do you like it? It makes me so happy when I hear it! Such a pretty
sound….”
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“Humph!” said the angry old man turning to leave.
“Hey,” Bernie called, “Mrs. Hubert wanted me to tell you how won
GHUIXOWKDWFKHUU\SLHZDV\RXEDNHGDIHZGD\VDJR%RXJKWLWIRUKHUVRQ¶V
ELUWKGD²³

³6KXWXS,GRQ¶WFDUH´KXIIHGWKHROGPDQDQGKHOHIWWKHVWRUHZLWKD
ÀXUU\RIMLQJOLQJ
On his way back to his house, the angry old man was stopped in the
VWUHHWE\WKHEOXHDQGJUH\VSHFNOHGELUG,WZDVORRNLQJLQWHQWO\DWKLPIURP
across the way.
It sang not a tune.

³:KDWDVWXSLGKRUULEOHELUG´PXPEOHGWKHPDQWRKLPVHOI³(YHQLI
it sang, no one would want to hear it.”
This story ends with a man. This man was made bitter by avoiding the
EHDXW\WKDWWKULYHGDURXQGKLP+HDYRLGHGWKHEHDXW\RIEDNLQJGHOLJKWIXO
SLHV+HDYRLGHGWKHEHDXW\RIVHHLQJWKHRYHUH[XEHUDQW%HUQLH+HDYRLGHG
WKHEHDXW\RIZDONLQJRXWVLGHLQWKHVXQVKLQH%XWPRVWRIDOOWKHOLWWOHROG
PDQDYRLGHGWKHEHDXW\RIWKHOLWWOHELUGZKRWULOOHGDQGWULHGIRUDPRPHQW
to make him pay attention.
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